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" I kept some of it myself."
" But what about the rest ? "
Leheudry did not reply. He shook his head, knitted his brow, and half-opened his mouth.
" And the first parcel - you left it in the sand, behind the shack ? "
" No, I picked it up."
" When was that ? "
" Soon after I left your place."
" It was still there ? "
" Who was likely to go and look for it there ? "
" Nobody saw you picking it up ? "
" It isn't a much frequented place. I waited until there wasn't anybody at all in sight."
<e And now where is it ? "
The other hesitated about replying again. Quinette stood up impatiently.
" Oh, what a fool you are ! Let's go to your place. We can come to some understanding better there. The old woman be damned ! Come on, come on ! You go first. I'll follow a few yards behind you."
Quinette felt like talking much more strongly. He wanted to shake Leheudry.
" She may ask you whether you met me," he added. " Tell her you didn't."
" Oh, so you went to the rue Taillepain first ? "
cc Of course.   Didn't you think I had been there ? "
" If you would rather go somewhere else, I know another place where we shan't be disturbed. . . /'
ce Tell me about it."
<e. . . There we needn't whisper as though we were in a confessional. The only thing is that we shall have to take the M6tro. It's too far to walk."
<e What station ? "
*c The Bastille. It will only take us five minutes. It's a bar under the arches of the Vincennes viaduct. There's a room at the back there, where the fellow at the counter wouldn't hear you even if you trod on a dog's paw. I know.